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smoke that the town's imitation of a titan got lost
inside it. After the smoke cleared. he was found
face down against the dried earth, coughing smoke
and temporarily blind.
Another time they had all gone after him in a
mob, yelling and cursing, hoping they could get a
hold of him and ....
But that had not worked either.
The bicyclist would simply appear one day
and snatch the first baby in sight By the time
anybody noticed that a baby was missing, the
bicyclist would already be far away (too far to get
caught). with the little bundle tight under one arm.
The beat distorted him as be pedaled towards the
horizon ... where be disappeared, mothers and
fathers staying behind nooplused. Some had such
fits of rage that they would start scraping the
earth, throwing fistfuls of dust and rocks in the hot
air after that diabolical being that made their lives
so insecure and miserable.
Later came the thought of what happened to
the toddlers. Did he take them far away into the
mountains, abandoning them there to die? Maybe
he stole children just for the hell of it Perhaps his
only thrill in life was to anguish people purposely
and to make them suffer for whatever he thought
had been an injustice committed against him years
before. Had he been abducted himself as a child
and was he now looking for revenge?
The people of the town did not know, they did
not care; they only wanted their children back if
that was at all possible. They did not think it was.
But how would they ever ....

,.bUn! Oh,no ... soo ofa bitch!"
But there went the one-eyed bicyclist with the

amazingly long grin. He had stolen the third baby
that month.
He seemed unstoppable, so slippery that be
was always able to escape after being followed by
at least half the town. Some people had been able
to put their bands OD him but their grips would not
last, the bandit slipping away like an oversized.
wet bar of soap.
The third baby that month. The bicyclist
would come at the most \Dlexpected times, always
catching the town off-guard.
They bad tried hiding the babies, but they
were being stolm all the same; sometimes, all the
distraught mothers ever saw was the thick cloud of
dust that the bicyclist left as be got away with the
crying bundle. By then. of course, it was too late.
How could they catch anybody in such an
advanced vdiicle? Bicycles were believed to be
mythical, a product of f.anciful tales and legends.
But this one was real. down to the very inaedibly
&st speed the thing was rumored to be able to
achieve.
They wa-e simple folk. How were they
supposed to compete against such an ingenious
artifact?
Many things bad been tried.
Once, they had decided to train a young man
in bow to catch a bicyclist. They made him get in
shape, nmning. exercising. and thus be had
become the best shot at capturing the man on the
bicycle.
The idea bad been that the young man would
go after him as be pedaled by, catch up with him,
grab him and take him down.
But that did not work.
Instead, the bicyclist flew by the young man,
pedaling so fast that he left such a thick cloud of

One

night, as the small town tried to &II

asleep in the tranquillity of the vast desert, its
inhabitants discussed possible ways of catching the
bicyclist They always saw the same thing when
he swept through town - his one visible eye,
hidden deep within the cowl which covered his
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They were anxious for their next eacoenter.
The pillaging had been going oo for a little over a
year now. It was time for this bicyclist to pay for
all the griefhe had caused.

head and part of his face, And then thCR was the
grin, a hideous, yellow-toothed smirk that the

bicyclist wue with pride. Sometimes it seemed
that he had no face, only the eye and the grin
inhabited the darkness within the clodles. The eye
always gleamed wbm he flew by scme bewildered
witness. Glimpses of the bicyclist~
all the
toWn.speoplehad seen of him; glimpses of him and
the bicycle that made him untouc:bable.
"Aha!, yes, bCR it is; hCR is the idea that will
end the whole thing the next time he puts his
wheels on this town!" Mile.a. the town's mechanic,
said. By mec:banic they meant that this was the
man with the most technical knowledge, which
meant that he was the person who would repair
anything that had fallen apart. mostly with nails
and town-made glue. He was more like a

rt:!)f}

lrie)i~ alright, people; we're just

about ready here." Mika walked across the sole
earthen street in the ghostly town, unwinding a
thick rope. He had tied it upon that striped pole in
front of the barber shop.
People coughed as a strong wind swept
through the town lifting dust and spinning it
around and about and through their systems. For a
second they panicked with the idea of it being
caused by the bicyclist. .. false alarm.
Mika stood on the boardwalk on the opposite
side of the street with still a good ten feet of rope
looped from his hand to his elbow.
"Now, what I want you all to do," he
instructed, "is pull as hard as you can and to keep
the rope as tight as it will go. When the bicyclist
oomes along - whammo! Is that clear?
Everybody know what they're supposed to do?"
He saw coafused faoes staring at him shyly.
Mika explained again. This time they
understood.
They waited.
The townspeople took turns at the rope,
nervously touching it, caressing it at times,
practicing. They wanted to make sure that
nothing would go wrong.
Women and children and the feeble helped
boost morale, and fed the stroog men and women
at the rope.
Three days went by without a trace of the
damned bicyclist.
They were beginning to get bored.
The heat was intense. The horizon quivered,
as if seen through transparentjelly.
On the fourth day, slowly, a dark form
appeared far away. It advanced towards the town
steadily but slowly, as if it were crawling.
The people at the rope called Mika, who had
been resting for a couple of hours. He
immediately arrived, his hair disarranged and his
eyes squinting. They pointed him in the direction
of the approaching object. It was bard to tell.
The object stopped.
Mika and the townspeople stared at each other
anxiously. Maybe it was nothing, maybe ....

carpenter.
"Ob, yes," continued Mika. 'ibis is the one
that'll make him Oip over in his infernal
machine ... and we'll be right there to catc:b him
and give him a good beating and, who knows?,
maybe we could even hang him!"
"No!" protested the crowd. They were decent,
quiet, respectable people; they were not going to
hang anybody. What they were planning. they
planned out of necessity. They needed to defend
themselves, that was all.
"Alright, alright, wc don't have to lynch him,
we'll just wing him, let him know that we're not
kidding."
The townspeople agreed firmly. So what was
the plan?
"The plan is, we go right to the middle of the
town, the very center of Main. and there wc tie a
rope - one end of it on the barber shop pole, you
know, the one with the white and red stripes. So
my idea is to tie the rope there and wait for that
bastard to come cruising down the street, and
when he reaches that point, whammo, we pull on
the rope from the other side of the street and he
runs into it and there he is on the ground, ready to
get a lynching."
No lynching. they had said.
"Alright, alright. But, anyway, there he is on
his back, trying to get up like a turtle upside down.
Ha, what do you think about that?!"
They were stunned. No wondcr- Mika was the
mechanic. He was so incredibly smart.
For a moment there was silence. Slowly, after
what Mika had said had begun to sink in, they
started nodding in approval until the room was
bustling excitedly. Finally it seemed they would
be able to put their hands on this monster.
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The object started moving again. It was
gaining speed rapidly. Soon a cloud of dust rose
behind it, following it like an ever-elongating tail.
The bicyclist!
Every person who was not at the rope left to
hide behind the brown ancient buildings. They
pressed their cheeks against the walls, praying for
evc:rytbing to go right, The wood was hot.
Mika had one last detail to arrange. He
produced a small, white bundle - a baby lookalike - and placed it right on the edge of the
street, on the arms of a wooden scarecrow that he
had fixed so that it would look like one of so many
mothers whose babies had been stolen.
The bicyclist was closer. Now the bottom half
of his body could be seen jerking frantically under
the blaclc outfit, pedaling. The people imagined
him grinning already, and wondered if they would
have the opportunity to wipe off that horrendous
smile and maybe pludc his chameleon eye out...
no, there would be no lynching, only a lesson

He spotted his bicycle lying some distance off
and made a nm for it. He squeezed through the
crowd, but Milca got to the vehicle first, stomping
on the bicyclist's hand when he reached for the
bike. Mika's foot danced hard on the hand as if
putting out a cigar. The hand bled, and Mika
heard a moan from within the dark cowl.
"You're not so tough without your bike, ch?
You son of a bitch! We ought to lynch you right
here."
When Mika looked at the rest of the people,
he saw that that was exactly what they had in
mind. They stared with disgust and contempt at
the figure kneeling on the floor. Here, so close
within reach, was the thing that had caused all the
misery they could handle. They had suffered
through hunger and droughts, fires and storms, but
this... this thing in front of them had managed to
instill unbearable pain and anger. Against the
elements there was nothing they could do, but
against th.is mere bicyclist, well ....
"Where are the babies?" someone asked with
the borrowed voice of the town.
They saw the bicyclist grin his grin.
Now they would lynch him for sure.
"Wait!" yelled Mika, of all people. "We are
simple people, decent folk, not lynchers or
murderers. Bring the children. Let them take
justice in their bands and punish as they see fit."
The children were already there, with stones
and sticks almost indented in their grasps; so hard
they were squeezing.
And one of them cast the first stone.
The rest followed, throwing rocks and sticks
and hollering after the fleeing beast, who
staggered on foot to the edge of town, where he
fell momentarily on one knee. The children went
after him with more stones and more shouts, until
the bicyclist, faltering and with torn and dirty
clothes, disappeared far away.
Then Milca and the rest of the adults tied a
rope around the beck wheel of the bicycle and put
up a post at the entrance of the town. They hung
the bicycle on that post, as a warning to anybody
who thought that just because they had some fancy
artifact, seemingly invincible, they had no right to
disturb and torment peaceful and decent people.
The town was not scared anymore. The
children played out under the sun again,
carelessly, as is the duty of every child.
Mika and the men went back to their working
lives.
But the mothers ... the mothers still wept for
their stolen babies.

taught
The bicyclist was about to enter" the town.
Everybody was in positioo. There were four
people holding on to the rope, awaiting Mika's
signal. If the bicyclist stopped for a moment, he
would see a thin, straight line of earth inexplicably
shivering la"OSS the street.
But he did not stop.
He pedaled so fast. It was hard to see him
against the S\Dl and against the cloud of smoke
that had become so large now, like a dry, black
ball of snow rolling down a long slope.
He was almost at the mark.
He did not hesitate. His speed was amazing.
Paper and weed fluttered as he flew by.
He stretched out one arm, the hook that
snatched the babies. He hunched, cocked and
ready to strike, picking up one last boost of speedAnd suddenly,just before he could touch the
fake victim, he flung off his bike like a stone from
a slingshot dud. The bicycle plainly fell on its side
like a dog playing dead.
The bicyclist stood up, wheezing and
coughing, pressing against his chest with one hand
and fanning the smoke out of his face with the
other. The smoke cleared little by little. He
stopped coughing.
Dark forms surrounded him and stared.
A swift breeze carried the remaining dust
away. The view was clear.
At least fifty people surrounded the bicycleless
being. Every single look was fixed on him.
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